110              LET THERE BE SCULPTURE

GIRL FROM SENEGAL? 1925

One day a girl passing in the street attracted my attention
by her delicate and aristocratic beauty. The girl was of
African origin, and she did not resent my asking her to pose
for me, which she did with a naturalness that was explained
when she told me of her engagement to many a French
painter.

She was a Senegalese, and she said her name was Madeleine
Bechet. She told me she was the daughter of a French
officer married to a Senegalese. I spoke to her of a book I
had just read because her name astonished me. The book
was called A Tr avers le Sudan, and was written by a French'
officer called A. Bechet. This story recounted how the officer,,
watching a caravan of captured slaves, had rescued a girl of
twelve, who was the daughter of a Senegalese chief* He
bought her off, and looked after her, educated her, and
finally married her. This model of mine was the daughter of
this French officer by the slave girl who later became his wife.

I gave the name, " The Girl from Senegal ", to the bust.
Later, she became a governess for a short time to Peggy Jean?
but the English climate was too cold for her. In midsummer
she would be wrapped up in everything she could wear, and
still shiver. I was glad for this reason when she determined
to go and join her fianc^ in Tunis,

MOSHEH OVED

The poet-jeweller was sitting to me for his head. My
models, more especially Sunita, would go to his cameo
corner shop, which was like Aladdin's Cave, and Mosheh
would deck them out in oriental jewellery, Sunita would
appear like the Queen of Sheba, and an amusing story was
told by Mosheh himself of how? one sunny day, he and
Sunita were in a taxi-cab in the city, and as they were caught
up in some ceremonial procession, were mistaken for royalty
itself, and Sunita bowed her regal way through crowds*

I liked working from him and transferring to clay his